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One 


It wasn't true, some stupid girl with a cop for a father..now | was facing a rape charge. How many years in 
prison would that be? And if they caught me how would they ever find me innocent? Not guilty? How, with the 
drugs and the long hair and the tattoos and the nothing that | had, just a band and songs and my voice but 
nothing else? No education and no real job and nothing.judges and a jury would take one look at me and I'd be 


guilty, that was how this shit worked. 


"Man, the cops are after you," Everyone was telling me that, from the guys in the band to the drug addicts 
and drunks that hung around to the little teenage runaways that partied with us, everyone knew. | had to 
disappear. 


| ducked into an alley with nowhere to go. | felt the little panicky flutters of my heart, it wasn't beating right, | 
couldn't breathe. | closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the brick wall. | couldn't go to jail or prison, 
| hated that. I'd been arrested plenty of times in Lafayette because | couldn't help it, | was drunk sometimes, 
and other times.. didn't know. Sometimes | couldn't control how | acted, this rage would just take over and it 
was just uncontrollable. Any consequence of any action didn't matter, or | couldn't calculate it into things when 
it happened. It was like my mood would whip me around like | was on a merry-go-round. It was like being on the 


merry-go-round when other kids were whipping it so fast and all you could see were the swirling colors of 


everything around you until they blended into one sweep of color, like a brush stroke on a giant canvas. 


| opened my eyes, seeing the darkness of the alley and the bright sun on the street just beyond it. The sun 
here was different than in Indiana. Everything was faded in Indiana, but here the sun made everything stark 
and bright. | couldn't go to jail here, not with the band kind of taking off, not with all the shit | wanted to do 
here. There wasn't anything to do in Indiana so sitting in jail didn't really matter, although | hated it. Being in jail 
made me feel like an animal, like | was in this cage and was being controlled by other people, and | couldn't leave 


and couldn't do what | wanted to and.. couldn't go back 


| took deep breaths, trying to will myself to calm down, to get my breathing back to a normal rhythm. Fuck 
this girl, | couldn't believe her. It wasn't a crime to have sex with a willing partner, and believe me she was 


willing. 


| glanced up, out of this dark alley to the street beyond. | saw Vicky's apartment from here, Vicky that vicious 
club promoter. We'd had to grovel to her to get some of the gigs we needed. But we knew where she lived, and 


| was going to stay with her. Resolved, | started heading that way. Hopefully the cops wouldn't find me there. 


Of course she wasn't home. Why would she be? But she would come home eventually, so | sat in her little 
hallway against the bland metal door that lead to her apartment with the million locks on it. All the apartments 


in this area had a million locks on them. 


Where the fuck was she? Probably out, probably scoping new bands and scheming some way to get a cut of 
their profits. She was a shark. She'd been following our trial of blood for months, but fuck it, | needed her now. 
| needed her apartment, at least. I'd wait. The heat of the hallway and the muffled sounds of the apartment 
building were making me sleepy, and I'd fall asleep and dream that the cops found me here and hauled me to 
my feet and handcuffed me against the wall. Then I'd jerk awake and realize that | was still alone. Then | fell 


asleep for real. 


"Axl?" | jerked awake at my name, half thinking it was the cops. But it was Vicky, saying my name with her 
nasally voice. | looked up at her blond hair dyed blonder and her blue eye shadow on her little eyelids, her red 
lipstick, her short dress. High heels. She might look kind of like a hooker but she was a ruthless businesswoman. 


‘Mmmmm, hi," | said, my voice thick and sleepy. | rubbed my eyes like a child and stood up, feeling kind of stiff 


from sleeping against the door. 


"What are you doing here?" she said, smiling, unlocking her door. Everything amused her. That was a weird 
quality about her. The crazier things got, the more quietly amused Vicky was. It amused her that | was 
sleeping against her apartment door when she came home. | hoped it amused her that | would be staying with 


her for awhile. 


"The cops are after me, | can't go back to the Gardner alley. | have to stay with you," It wasn't really a 
question, but at this point she could say no. | could hear her nasally refusal in my head, ‘uh, stay here? | don't 


think so; 


"You want to stay here?" she said, wrinkling her little eyes at me. | swallowed hard and tried to look innocent 


and harmless. | tilted my head down and looked up at her, pleading with her with my eyes. ‘Please let me, 
"Oh, okay, | guess so," she said, stepping into the apartment. | silently followed. 


"By the way, what did you do?" 


